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​Chapter 1
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[image: image]aniel faced her and ground out, “God dammit, Divina De Valontina! You cannot hide the fact that you misguided me!”

“That was my professional name!” she snapped at him.

He grew more incensed and cursed in his native tongue before biting out, “Your uncle is Piero Valontina de Ferraro. I’ve heard about you through him, and if Martin did not tell me who you were, I would have been kept in the dark!”

Daniel sucked in a breath, “During the week of your accident, I was in Spain scheduled for a match when papa rang to request I send flowers to your room. I did it and saw you in that God-forsaken hospital bed. The woman I saw then has no resemblance to you!!” His eyes grew colder. But he internalized the emotions he felt for her suffering.
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“Oh, and you were honest to me too? The Golden Boy!” She shrilled back.

Glowering, Daniel shook a finger, "I don’t have to say who I am, professionally or not! That’s none of your business or anyone else’s!”

Rachel grew bleak. She shivered from the coldness emanating from him. Well, at least the real side of the man was emerging. “I need to use the bathroom,” she informed him.

“I am not finished with you by a long shot!” he decreed.

Rachel stood stock still at his unkind words and actions. She could not fathom how they had come to extend her farewell. His need to talk transported her back to a time in her life that broke her completely. Having heard enough, she left the bedroom and exited into the hallway. She walked into the kitchen where Martin and Bea were preparing breakfast for their unexpected guests.

Martin’s clear grey eyes took in her agitation. 

“Feeling better?” he queried.

“Martin, you spoke to Daniel, didn’t you? Didn’t you?” Rachel demanded.

“Uh oh... Martin, what have you done now?” Bea, his wife, queried.

“Look, Daniel had the right to know about you. You saw for yourself that the bastard turned up last night,” Martin groused at Rachel.

Shaken at the thought, Rachel plopped onto a stool. 

She said, facing them over the counter, “You got caught in the middle. He will try his best to kill me. The last time he promised me I would not leave him alive.”

Martin exploded, “That car accident was not an accident! Rachel, you are in danger. He did not come here looking to make amends but to carry out his threat. Didn’t he? He wants money; to get it, he will do anything, even making a murder look like suicide. I need to get information to send to the police. Aren’t you divorced? Don’t you have a restraining order on him?” Martin demanded more, like an army sergeant.

“Um ...yes... Martin, I think so!” she vehemently told him. “The papers were sent to him months ago. My folks set a restraining order against him in Spain when I left him after I was hospitalized two years ago,” she was agitated, “I have to call my parents.”


“No. Martin, can you call them and explain how serious this is?”


Daniel cut into the conversation.

“Yes ... yes... you guys better eat something before we set off for the Airport,” Martin told them.
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The plane took off and glided like a soaring eagle. She slid the shutter over the bright sun filtering through to keep out the light
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that fell across Daniel’s face. Daniel sat next to her. Why was Daniel doing this? He did not have to. He was caught in the middle like Martin. Despite his coldness, he must care for her, she thought.

Daniel slipped a hand over hers. He’d never become embroiled over emotions, but he thought of his sister, who never wanted to burden anyone. And she died silently. Rachel had that trait too. The most important thing on his mind was making amends for doing the right thing for someone who deserved it. He leaned over and brushed his lips against hers. He grew taut in his trousers. She responded by sliding her fingers into his hair and massaging away the tension in his corded neck.

He relaxed against her lips and told her, “Querida, it’s damn uncomfortable here....” His tongue snaked out and curled around hers.

Rachel returned his full fledge kiss. She needed him closer to her and groaned in arousal.

“Break it up, kids. We don’t want to create a scene now, do we?”

Martin barked when he looked across at them.

Daniel broke the kiss and pressed his fingers over her trembling lips. Her eyes were hazy and dark with pent-up desire and emotion.

“Rachel, your first name is so pretty. Why don’t you use it?” Daniel inquired with a puzzled smile. He decided to diffuse an already explosive situation between them.
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Shaken, she smiled at him, “It is linked to my past, and I prefer my current friends to disassociate me from my past life.”

“Does it make it any easier for you?” He held her gaze, wondering how she could look so beautiful even under these emotional circumstances. Usually, most women looked fraught. Yet her skin glowed in health, and despite her swollen eyes, she wore minimal makeup to conceal their puffiness.

“Yes, it does. At least people don’t question me about the accident and how life used to be on the circuit. Very few knew I had done modeling...” she whispered.

“Ladies and gentlemen, we will be landing in five minutes; please make sure that your seatbelts are engaged,” the pilot cut across the droning chatter of the passengers.

People began to fasten their seatbelts before the aircraft nosedived and stretched its wheels mid-air. As the wheels hit the tarmac, it taxied its way down to the terminal. The plane slowed to a snail’s pace before the engines were shut down.

The neutral tones of the pilot came across the intercom again, “Thank you for flying with us, everyone. Please ensure you take all your belongings before disembarking and enjoy your stay in Trinidad. On behalf of our crew, we wish you a pleasant day. Thank you for traveling with us.” Daniel gripped her hand and intoned, “Let’s wait until the

plane clears up a bit, then we get up. Okay?” She nodded in agreement to his suggestion.

Loping their way through the terminal, they stood a small distance away from each other. As Martin and Daniel flanked her sides, Rachel looked from one to another. Their faces held a mask in place. Martin went to put his arm around her but halted at the expression on Daniel’s face. Smirking, Martin still wrapped a brawny arm around Rachel just as they exited the terminal. Martin negotiated his way to the taxi stand.

“My car is here, Martin. We don’t have to take a taxi,” Rachel revealed.

“Well, lead the way,” came his gruff reply. Daniel and Martin fell behind as they walked with her luggage to guard her back.

Upon reaching a parked blue Escalade, Rachel slipped her hand under the front fender and hunted for the key.

“Wow. How long did you guys have this beauty? Can I drive it?”

Martin’s eyes bulged.

She smiled at his enthusiasm just as her fingers wrapped around the key fob. She handed Martin the key and took the seat behind the driver. Daniel joined her in the back and kissed her on the ear when he slid his arm around her shoulders.

Martin threw him a thunderous look. His mouth set, he blazed at Daniel, “Keep it decent in the back there, damn it!”
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Daniel grinned, and Rachel gave Daniel a mischievous smile and patted his aroused lap. At that moment, Daniel’s mobile phone rang. Pulling his cell phone out of his pocket, he muttered, “I have to take this call.”

Daniel listened more than he spoke. His facial features turned grim as the conversation progressed. He made a promise in rapid Spanish, barely audible that Rachel caught. She rested her hand on his arm as he clicked off his phone.


“What’s wrong?” her soft voice was inquisitive with concern.



“My Papa just called. His business partner’s wife is ill. I must go home too,” he told her. Then, realizing her family connection to him, he stared at her in vexation. Recognizing that she knew, he asked, “Why didn’t you tell me?”

Rachel said, “We did not know the connection until now, Daniel. I am sorry. This is why I need to get home fast too. Tía Amelia is Mom’s best friend from university and married to dad’s cousin, Piero Valontina de Ferraro. We are close to them. We must travel to Argentina.” Then, she asked him, “So, Uncle Piero is your father’s partner?”

He nodded and pursed his lips, wondering how they had never crossed paths earlier. Oh yes! He was always traveling to various locations that held exclusive parties, and his late-night flings had him busy too. He contemplated his wild living. Would this fascination with her die naturally? Madre de Dios! It’s a good thing that they were not related! His thoughts troubled him, and he felt that Rachel would be better off without him. 

But he was here now, and she wanted him at her side. Sighing, he pulled her against him. His fingers threaded through her dark curls. He told her thickly, “I never had the pleasure of meeting you or your family before.” He looked at Martin. Their eyes met.

Martin turned off the highway, entered the city of St. Joseph, and then onto the main road. He commanded, “Give me directions, dear. I can’t remember the drive from here.” Rachel directed him, and they were in front of her family’s house within minutes.

There was an unfamiliar vehicle parked on the compound. Rachel’s brow furrowed in curiosity. She wondered who it could be. Then fear came over her. A slick line of sweat broke out on her upper lip. She started to tremble.

As they walked to the main entrance, she sought refuge by edging closer to Daniel. Martin and Daniel sensed her fear, and Martin drew his gun from his holster— as the head of the hotel’s security, he never went anywhere without it. “I’ll go first,” he hedged.

Martin rapped on the door
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